
  
    [image: Murderous Echoes]
  


  
    
      MURDEROUS ECHOES

      
        THE SKYLAR NIGHT WITCH MYSTERIES

        BOOK TWO

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        K.D. UPTON

      

      
        
Edited by FELICIA SULLIVAN


      

    

    
      
        
          [image: IM²]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by K.D. Upton

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      Cover Design by GetCovers.com

      Edited by Felicia A. Sullivan

      ISBN: 978-1-956954-10-4

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

    

    
      
        Also by K.D. Upton

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The resident ghost spoke in riddles these days, but I lacked the luxury to decipher their meaning. Morgana had roped us into running the town of Raven’s Hollow's annual Eggstraordinare Festival. Eb’s cryptic warnings would have to wait, even though his words hinted at ominous entities encroaching upon our charming New England town, nestled just an hour’s drive from Hartford, Connecticut.

      “I’m running low on egg dye,” Morgana said. “Take over the dipping while I rummage through the trunk. I’ll be right back.”

      Morgana’s slight frame flitted through the bustling crowd, her lips pressed into a tight line as though holding back a scolding. Exhaustion etched itself into the curve of her brow. A flick of her wrist sent the milling townsfolk stumbling over one another, colliding with tables brimming with crafts and baked goods donated by Raven’s Hollow’s wealthiest patrons. Chaos ensued, but it was all for charity—or so Morgana claimed. After all, how else could she pry open the clenched wallets of these tightwads without dangling a tempting tax write-off?

      “Watch where you’re stepping, young lady!” Morgana snapped at a pigtailed girl in a pristine white dress embroidered with pale pink roses. The child, unfazed, curtsied with a bashful grin before licking her melting vanilla ice cream, its sticky drips trailing down her small fingers onto the waffle cone.

      “Careful, Esmerelda,” a woman with striking sky-blue eyes and light brown skin scolded the child, intercepting Morgana’s hurried exit. “That woman will haunt your dreams and curse your life for breathing the wrong way.”

      The girl studied Morgana with narrowed eyes, her expression sharp beyond her years. “Nah, Momma. She’s all fuss and no bite. Can’t you see the lightness around her?”

      Morgana’s shoulders stiffened as she planted her hands on her hips, her glare enough to silence most grown men. “Step along, child.”

      “Best listen,” the mother warned. “Let the woman pass. We have a display to set up.”

      The girl huffed but obeyed, casting a longing glance at the teal Easter egg I had drying in my hand.

      Once Morgana had disappeared from earshot, I extended the egg to the child. “Here. Take it.”

      The girl’s eyes widened in delight as she looked up at her mother. “May I, Momma?”

      The woman sighed, her hands busy stacking pamphlets featuring women in various workout poses. “Fine, but don’t break it. And for goodness’ sake, don’t stain your dress.”

      The girl cradled the egg like a treasure, her sticky hand still clutching her ice cream as she skipped off to join a group of playing children. Her mother stayed behind, organizing her pamphlets.

      “You’re Skylar Wren,” she said flatly, not looking up.

      “Skylar Night,” I corrected, offering a hand, though she ignored it, focusing instead on the towering stack of fitness brochures. “Are you a personal trainer?”

      “What gave it away?” she asked with a dry edge. “Look,” she continued, “you’re a Wren. Our kind doesn’t mix. Stay on your side of the line and I’ll stay on mine. Got it?”

      Before I could respond, she turned on her heel, shouting at another woman nearby, who was setting up a display of wooden samples. A banner reading Thompson Housing Contractor hung prominently over her table.

      I was still processing the abrupt interaction when Morgana returned, the swish of her starched trousers heralding her arrival.

      “Why have you stopped?” Morgana asked, her hands laden with two large baskets filled with egg dye and vinegar.

      “That lady with the child, what’s her story?” I asked, my curiosity lingering on the strange exchange.

      Morgana unscrewed the lid of a vinegar jar, releasing a pungent aroma that made me wrinkle my nose. She swatted my hand away when I moved to shut it. “That’s Serenity Cleary,” she said, jabbing a finger at the undyed eggs. “She’s not like the rest of the town. Avoid her. Now get to work.”

      I went about mixing pink, blue, orange, purple, and red eggs but kept a hard gaze on the two ladies arguing. “What about the other woman?”

      “She’s Emily Thompson,” Morgana stated without looking up. “Her husband owns their contracting business. Why?” She pulled out green clumps of moss and fake grass, arranging it all around the interior of the wicker Easter baskets big enough for a basketball, laying in the already dipped eggs.

      The ones we were doing now were to be used for the annual Easter Egg Hunt put on by the town for all the children. It struck me as odd that Morgana loved this part the most when raising both her daughter and granddaughters hadn’t worked out so well for any of us. That woman lacked a kind, maternal touch. To say it rankled me was an understatement.

      “She seems upset.” I tuned out the chatter around me and honed in on Serenity’s smoky voice, rich and husky like a young Kathleen Turner.

      “Tell him now,” Serenity hissed. “It’ll only get worse if you don’t. That man needs to be dealt with. Go over his head. He’ll stop it. I promise.”

      Emily’s reply trembled with unease. “I can’t. He’ll ruin us. Don’t you see? I can’t risk it. I like my marriage, and that man…he scares me. I just want this all to be over with.”

      “Em,” Serenity’s tone softened, “what happens when he finds out?”

      Emily’s voice cracked. “I’ll figure something out. But promise me, Serenity, don’t do anything rash.”

      “I promise,” Serenity said, though the disdain in her voice was evident.

      Morgana walked by with her hands full of two large baskets filled with colorful dyed eggs. “I’m taking these to the city center stage over there,” she said to me. “Keep working.”

      Off she went, hauling the baskets half the size of her upper torso without any visible strain. If she didn’t work out, I’d be a kangaroo’s cousin.

      I flipped over the egg I’d been dying and held the other half in the bright pink solution, wrinkling my nose against the odor. The scent would take days of scrubbing to wear off the acrid smell soaked into my fingertips, not to mention the stain growing darker with each color. Before I could ponder further, an angry voice shattered the hustle and bustle of the festival patrons.

      “Get out of here!” someone bellowed from the rafters, startling me. I knocked over the glass jar of vinegar and dye and watched its stain grow along the white linen underneath it.

      A man over six feet in height, blond haired and fuming, towered over a man of moderate looks and height who stood at ease and offered a pert grin.

      The woman I’d learned to be Emily Thompson cowered behind the blond man, whom I discerned to be her husband as they wore matching wedding bands, her complexion flushed and her hands clenched at her sides.

      “Honey,” Emily whispered, clinging to her husband’s arm, “please, not here. He’s asking about contracting. I promise.”

      “If I have to say it again, Mr. Johnstone, I’ll call the freaking cops. Leave this tent or⁠—”

      Mr. Thompson cracked his knuckles, glowering with a ferocity of a raging inferno at Mr. Johnstone, whose grin spread slow and deliberate like he was enjoying it. The power. The angst. I gawked at the realization that Mr. Johnstone fed off the emotion, drawing from it.

      His sallow skin grew healthier by the minute while Mr. Thompson raged.

      Curiosity got the better of me, and I reached out for Mr. Johnstone’s aura and gasped. Waves of nausea assaulted my senses and almost doubled me over. I held my hand over my belly as I struggled to retain my morning’s breakfast. Something evil tainted his aura, something blacker than a night at sea.

      “Or what?” said our town’s acting chief.

      I pressed my lips into a firm line at the sight of the meathead who’d bungled my Great Aunt Hazel’s murder. From day one, he’d taken a dislike to me, and I hadn’t the foggiest idea why. I’d tried steering clear of him from that point on, but after I’d solved the case, he’d pressed me to leave town or stay out of police business from that point forward. Apparently he didn’t like being shown up by a twenty-something amateur. It made him look bad. Needless to say, the man was obtuse, arrogant, and downright mean. A bully.

      The police chief waddled up, resembling a walrus with his bulging girth and jowls. How he passed his fitness evaluation was beyond me.

      “This man was just showing me his work permit for the old Davenport house on the hill.” Mr. Johnstone pulled out a cigarette, lit it, and puffed a few times, blowing circles of smoke into Mr. Thompson’s face. “I believe it to be failing inspection, no? As a kind gesture, I’ve offered to take the place off his hands. For a small fee, of course.”

      The police chief patted his burgeoning belly, the threads tying the buttons on his navy police suit straining under the tension. “That’s mighty nice of you, Bradley.” He laid a meaty hand on Mr. Johnstone’s shoulder, a warning of restraint perhaps, and stared at the rising temper of Mr. Thompson, who grit his teeth so hard even I grimaced.

      “This isn’t over,” he spat with seething anger.

      Mr. Thompson noted the curious children in the crowd. Almost at once, a sadness descended over him, a shower of blue and purple rained down to my utter amazement.

      I blinked at the image, but as soon as it had arrived, it vanished.

      “Leave,” Mr. Thompson said with an edge of steel directed at Bradley Johnstone. “I won’t repeat myself, or else I’ll do something you’ll have to take me down to the station for, Chief.”

      Mr. Johnstone picked up a six-inch piece of display wood and tapped it on the table. With a smirk, he said, “I’ll be in touch.”

      The hair stood up on my arms as the sickeningly sweet intent was directed at Emily’s cowering form.

      “She’s got something that belongs to me, and I aim to take it back. Good day.” Bradley Johnstone dipped his head in a mockery of politeness and sauntered away, exuding smug indifference. Behind him, Emily shrank further behind her husband, frantically digging through her oversized bag as if it might shield her from Johnstone’s meaning. Mr. Thompson, however, stood rooted in place, his fury simmering as he watched the man retreat alongside the Raven’s Hollow police chief.

      “Odd,” I murmured to myself, though my grandmother’s sharp ears never missed a word.

      “Stay out of it, Sky,” she said, her tone laced with warning. “That man’s nothing but trouble, and he’s not worth the worry.”

      Despite her admonition, my focus remained on Johnstone. His gait was unhurried, his posture radiating a brazen mix of entitlement and defiance. He moved like someone who believed the world bent to his will.

      Then came the crunch, sharp and sudden. My senses flared, every instinct screaming danger. Something wasn’t right, and I could feel the storm brewing just beyond the horizon.
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      While the swing came out of nowhere, the shimmering sparks leading up to it left me frozen in disbelief.

      “You son of a⁠—”

      “Not today.” A muscular arm intercepted the punch mid-arc, stopping it just shy of colliding with Bradley Johnstone’s smug jaw. The air cracked like a whip, the sound reverberating. I clapped my hands over my ears, grimacing. Strangely, no one else seemed to notice the cacophony.

      Xander stepped from the throng of people dressed in police blues. His keys jangled from his thick black belt as he twisted the man’s arm behind his back. Xander lowered his head level to the man’s ear when recognition of the attacker sent my heart crashing against my ribcage. “Leave it to the police, Ely.”

      I scrambled around our table display and ran over to Ely even as Morgana hissed a word of caution.

      “What’s happening?” I demanded, tilting my gaze up to meet my boyfriend’s thunderous expression. His eyes stayed locked on Bradley Johnstone’s smug, self-satisfied smirk.

      Bradley adjusted his rumpled chocolate-brown suit and tugged at his crooked tie, slicking his thinning hair into submission. “Chief,” he declared, puffing out his chest like a strutting rooster, “I’d like this man arrested for assault.”

      “I didn’t touch you.” Ely’s fury radiated off him in waves.

      “Thanks to me,” Xander muttered under his breath.

      Ely jerked his arm free from Xander’s firm hold but didn’t take another step toward Bradley Johnstone.

      “Chief,” Bradley sneered, his voice dripping with mock authority, “arrest him. Now.”

      The police chief lowered his head, avoiding Bradley’s gaze, casting furtive glances toward the far left corner of the festival entrance.

      Through the thickening crowd, a wolfish man with startling green eyes strolled past, offering a subtle nod before disappearing into the mass of onlookers craning their necks to catch the escalating spectacle. Ely Collins… arrested? The thought was absurd, a punchline to a joke no one wanted to hear.

      “Chief,” I interjected, raising my hands in a plea for reason, “you’re not seriously arresting Ely, are you?”

      The chief, however, was already gripping Ely’s wrist, twisting his arm behind his back with practiced precision. The cold, metallic click of the handcuffs closed around Ely’s wrists.

      The crowd erupted into a discordance of murmurs.

      I pushed closer, but Xander stepped between us, his broad shoulders blocking my view.

      “I’ll handle it, Chief,” Xander said, his tone crisp.

      “Good boy, Xander,” the chief said with the petulance of a playground bully. “Make sure he’s not comfortable. Maybe a night in the cell will teach him some manners.”

      “What?” I shrieked, pounding my fists against Xander’s unyielding back. He ignored my feeble protests, dragging Ely away with unnerving calm.

      Morgana materialized beside me, her grip like iron as she seized my arm.

      “Do you lift weights or something?” I hissed, yanking against her vice-like hold. My efforts were useless. “All right, all right! I get it,” I snapped when she finally released me back at our booth.

      Morgana turned her attention to arranging Easter baskets, her movements brisk and deliberate. The grand prize, an enormous basket bursting with candy and trinkets, promised a sugar-fueled frenzy for the lucky winner.

      “Grandmother,” I snapped, only to regret it immediately when her gaze darkened with icy disdain I hadn’t seen since childhood.

      “It’s Morgana,” she corrected coolly. “Grandmother doesn’t suit me, and you’ll keep your meddlesome little nose out of this. For now. Xander will release Ely once they’re out of sight.”

      “How? Why?” I sputtered.

      “Because I instructed him to.”

      “You told him?” I dropped into the only chair unclaimed by fake grass, Easter baskets, or cartons of pastel eggs. “When?”

      “Before,” she said breezily, adjusting yet another basket with a precision that bordered on obsessive.

      I stepped into her path, forcing her to stop.

      Morgana sighed, exasperated. “It’s called a cell phone, Sky. Welcome to the 21st century.”

      She tried sidestepping me, but I raised a hand to block her. “Before it even happened?”

      “Fine. I saw it unfold yesterday, so I warned Xander about the where and the when, though the why remains elusive.”

      She brushed past me, and I followed her around as she headed for the makeshift stage erected in the festival’s honor. It was also a good way to keep an eye on the children as the darted around during the egg finding session. A bird’s eye view always did the trick from those children that would steal from the others just to win the coveted prize.

      “Morgana,” I whispered, “when were you planning to tell me you could foresee things? How does it even work? Is it a spell?”

      Morgana shook her head, setting the baskets down. “It’s not a spell,” she replied, her tone clipped. “It’s something I’ve done since I was a child. I can’t explain it. We all have our gifts.”

      Mine lay in sensing emotions and reading auras, a skill both illuminating and burdensome. Still, the ability to glimpse the future would be a game changer.

      “Don’t lose sleep over Ely,” Morgana said. “Why are you even entertaining this again? Hasn’t he broken your heart enough times already?”

      She wasn’t wrong. Ely and I didn’t have the best track record, but he’d convinced me that he was a changed man, and after reading his aura like he’d suggested, I got the distinct impression that he had. When he asked me to give him one last try, I fell for it. Gullible? Maybe. However, my gift had never steered me wrong.

      “He promised he’d behave this time,” I said, though even to my ears, it sounded more like a plea than a statement.

      Morgana snorted, a sound both derisive and oddly dainty. “Promises from Ely are like smoke in the wind. She spun around, the lavender scent of her hair invading my space and making me recoil. “And what was that scene with Bradley Johnstone about? If Ely’s so faithful, why the commotion over some broad?”

      Her words lingered in the air, heavier than they should have been, then her face drained of color.

      I tensed, my eyes narrowing as I studied the rare sight of Morgana rattled.

      “Spill it, Morgana,” I demanded.

      She clasped her hands tightly in front of her, an uncharacteristic hesitation flickering across her face before she turned away. “Ask Ely,” she said sharply, vanishing into the bustling crowd with a swish of her starched pants.

      I stood rooted in place, my heart sinking faster than a ship struck dead center by a cannonball, splintering into a thousand jagged pieces.

      I skittered amongst the growing crowd as Easter egg hunting time approached, chasing after my grandmother, only losing sight of her before finally giving up and retreating back to our empty tent. Plopping into the chair, I sent Ely multiple texts, all of which remained unanswered.
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      “Penny for your thoughts?” The voice startled me so much I scrambled out of the chair.

      “Ryan.” I shoved my phone into my back pocket and forced a smile.

      We had grown close in the aftermath of Great Aunt Hazel’s death, but once Ely and I had gotten back together, our connection had cooled to an uncomfortable frost.

      “How are you?” I asked, busying my hands with the leftover moss and fake grass from the table. It was the first time we’d exchanged more than a passing word in months.

      “Business is good,” he said with a casual shrug. “Brooklyn worked her magic after the fire. She’s got a real knack for design.” He hooked a thumb over his shoulder. “Uh, what’s the deal with Ely? Looked intense.”

      “Oh, uh, it’s—” A commotion drew our attention.

      A mousy-haired woman was shouting at Emily Thompson, whose wide eyes darted nervously around the crowd. Emily stepped back from her table, clearly searching for an escape route as the woman’s voice rose above the murmuring onlookers.

      “He’s mine, you lying, thieving, cheating wh⁠—”

      “Hold it right there!” Emily fired back, her cheeks burning an indignant cherry red. “Don’t you dare believe anything that man says. He’s completely unhinged!”

      “You little b—” The furious woman lunged without warning, grabbing a fistful of Emily’s hair and yanking her forward so hard her head bounced against the table.

      Emily let out a pained cry, flailing wildly, but her frantic strikes didn’t connect as the woman unleashed a torrent of fists on her back, arms, and head.

      I bolted around the table, racing toward the chaos. Then, a deafening BAM! split the air.

      The gunshot stopped me mid-stride. My hands flew to my ears and I dropped into a crouch. Around me, others did the same, while some scattered in a panic.

      “All right!” the police chief bellowed, his voice cutting through the stunned silence. “That’s enough of that!” He jabbed a sausage-like finger at the mousy-haired woman. “Renee, go home!”

      “But-but—” she stammered.

      “I said GO HOME!” The chief’s growl brooked no argument.

      Renee slunk away, her shoulders hunched. The chief turned to Emily, whose lower lip was bleeding, and rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly.

      “Sorry about the, uh, misunderstanding, Emily,” he said. “She’s not… well, let’s just say she’s not all there. Better get yourself checked out by your…”

      He turned beet red and waddled off without finishing his sentence.

      I stepped closer to Emily, who was trembling so hard her teeth chattered, her face pale and blotchy.

      “Hey,” I said, reaching out a tentative hand.

      “Don’t touch me!” she screamed, jerking away from me.

      “Em?” At that moment, Mr. Thompson arrived, his face flushed with fresh red marks across his cheeks and neck. He swept his terrified wife into his arms, holding her tightly.

      “Honey,” he cooed, his voice thick with concern. “What happened?”

      “Let’s let them resolve this,” Ryan suggested, placing a hand on the small of my back.

      The light pressure of his touch sent a jolt up my back, arching my spine as a surge of emotions crashed down. My breath snagged as a kaleidoscope of pinks, reds, and blues overwhelmed my senses, vivid and unrelenting.

      Skirting around the tent table, I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear, the heat rising to my cheeks betraying the intimate images swirling in Ryan’s mind. Love, or something far more carnal, consumed his thoughts, and the vividness of his imaginary rendezvous with me left me utterly speechless.

      “I-I should, uh, finish cleaning up here,” I stammered, struggling to meet his gaze. “Good to see you, Ryan.”

      I busied myself with the mess, hoping he’d take the hint, but Ryan stood firm, much to my dismay.

      “Bradley Johnstone isn’t a good man, Skylar,” he said, his tone darkening. “Stay away from him if he approaches you.”

      I looked up, momentarily forgetting the heated flush that still tingled beneath my skin. “Why would he approach me?”

      Ryan shoved his hands deep into his pockets. “He’s been sniffing around town, targeting anyone with land or money. With your recent inheritance of Honeysuckle House, I figured you’d be next on his list. Brooklyn said he tried to cozy up to her, even got handsy. Chase walked in just in time to stop it. Makes my blood boil to think what could’ve happened otherwise.”

      My stomach twisted as his voice trailed off, a whistle filling the uneasy silence.

      I managed a small smile. “Thanks for the heads-up. I’ll be careful.”

      Eventually, he got the message and left, though his warning about Bradley Johnstone lingered. Too many interruptions today, all tied to that man. What made him so special? Or so dangerous?

      The egg hunt began, drawing me to the front to watch and later hand out the awards. Morgana had vanished, which wasn’t unusual, although her absence felt oddly timed. It wasn’t until I was driving back to Honeysuckle House that Ryan’s warning, and everything else, began to sink in.

      As I turned into the driveway, a wave of unease slammed into me. The sensation of being watched prickled my skin, creeping up my neck and shoulders. I parked, stepping out of the car, scanning the horizon for any sign of movement.

      The tension snapped suddenly, leaving behind the distant hum of chirping birds and buzzing insects. Their normalcy eased my nerves.

      Gravel crunched beneath my boots as I approached the front door, the sound oddly grounding after the day’s chaos. A resolve hardened in my chest. I needed to uncover the truth about Bradley Johnstone.

      Unfortunately, I didn’t have to wait long.
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      As I approached the front door, the symphony of crickets ceased. A warm breeze fluttered my blouse and I carefully scanned the area while the hair on my arms and neck stood on end. With the absence of sound, I squinted into the darkness with only the moon offering light, but all I could see was the old Victorian mansion, the old swing set off to the right, and the trees swaying in the breeze, their branches protesting in earnest. Since there was no storm predicted for the night, that left only one thing.

      “Ebenezer White. Stop scaring the wildlife.”

      Ebenezer White was our ancestral home’s resident ghost, and one whom I’d grown quite fond of in the short time since I’d returned to Raven’s Hollow and to Honeysuckle House. He’d helped me out of quite a few pickles these last few months, once the shock of seeing ghosts settled in, of course.

      A jarring coldness left me shivering in my designer boots. As soon as it descended, it left, leaving tiny beads of sweat on my skin. The air shifted, stirring the freshly planted blue and white hydrangeas around the front stoop. A misty haze whirled in front of the door of my ancestral home, and I held my breath watching the spectral form of a man appear.

      The white tunic covered his lean arms, and he was dressed like an aristocrat would be in the mid-1600s, but his eyes always took my breath away.

      Standing firm in my spot, he beheld me with such tenderness. My mouth dropped open to speak, but nothing came out.

      “Clea?” His translucent, shimmering hand reached out for my face, the coldness of which sliced through me.

      “No,” I whispered, holding onto his cool, but firm hand. Ebenezer White wasn’t your typical ghost. “No, Ebenezer, it’s me, Skylar. Remember?”

      It had been months since I’d seen him traversing the long and empty hallways of Honeysuckle House. He’d been muttering “the time draw nigh” and “she must be protected,” but he never answered my calls. Until this spring evening in April, I hadn’t seen hide nor hair of Mr. Ebenezer White, patron of Honeysuckle House’s original owner, and secret lover of my ancestral matriarch in what is now Raven’s Hollow, Connecticut.

      His glimmering face scrunched in confusion and he dropped his hand to his side. He openly stared, a longing apparent for all who could see a ghost. There was a deep connection between us, never spoken, but rooted in our intertwined histories.

      I took a tentative step closer. The coldness of him hit me squarely in the chest and I shuddered.

      He frowned with concern. “Danger. There is danger.”

      His gaze left mine, searching behind me. A sense of foreboding fastened me in place, making movement difficult.

      “He is coming.” Ebenezer’s face grew stern. “This house will protect you.”

      “Eb?” I asked, my legs twitching to run. “Eb, who’s coming? Who’s bad?”

      His eyes narrowed at something over my shoulder. “Get in the house. Now.”

      A clap of thunder snapped me from the fear holding me immobile, and I rushed forward too suddenly, tripping over my feet. Fumbling for my keys, I inserted the key and turned, shoving the door open and tumbling inside. Slamming the door behind me, I bolted it and planted my palms against the old oak door, my heart thudding inside my chest.

      A minute, then two passed. When nothing happened, I rose on tippy toes and peeked through the peephole. The tree branches swayed like in a storm although there was no rain visible, but the streak of lightning that zigzagged the sky made me jump backward.

      I placed a shaky hand on my heaving chest and stepped forward. When I stuck my eye to the peephole again, the overhead lights flickered on and off multiple times, and then the beautiful oak tree that had stood for hundreds of years in my front yard lit up, sparking embers as a bolt of lightning split it in two.

      I clamped a hand over my mouth and jumped backward again. Not because of the horrible scene I’d witnessed to the one tree that had nurtured me as a child, that had been my jungle gym and my friend, but at the flit of someone beside it, showcased by the spectacular light ripping through it.

      I craned my neck as the lights flickered on and off again. The sound of a roaring train grew louder toward my front door, shaking the floorboards. I whipped out my cell, my finger hovering over the emergency button when the sound of a sledgehammer shook the frame of the front door.

      Dust floated around the door that was hundreds of years old. My legs wobbled beneath me as I clutched the phone in my hand.

      Bam!

      Another hit rattled the mirror on the side wall leading to the parlor. I instinctively hit the emergency button, placing it on speaker.

      “911. What’s your emergency?”

      The house shook with a ferocity that made me cower against the base of the stairwell. Its bones creaked under the force of the blow. This was no storm. Not of the earthly kind.

      “Miss? Are you alright? What is happening? I hear banging.”

      “T-there’s an in-intruder,” I stuttered.

      “I’m sending a unit. Stay on the phone, miss. What is your name? Where are you?”

      The next violent blow knocked me on my knees and I turned to run up the stairwell. Pain shot through my knees as I scrambled up the stairs on all fours, the phone still clutched in one hand and on speaker.

      “The address, miss. We need an address.” 

      “Honeysuckle House!” I yelled, skidding sideways on the landing, my legs threatening to give way.

      A clap of thunder ripped through the air like it was beside me and I skittered into my room, slamming the door behind me. Back to the door, I pressed against it, eyes roving the room for something, anything, to protect myself from… what? A person? A ghost? I had no idea.

      A flit of movement caught my attention outside the second story window.

      “Ebenezer?” I called out, looking toward the ceiling like he’d appear on demand this time.

      Bam!

      Something knocked the window pane, but it remained intact.

      “Ebenezer? I could really use some help right now!” 

      The roar of a freight train now loomed outside my window. Why it hadn’t gone through the front door was beyond me, but here I stood, knees knocking together, braced against a several hundred-year-old door, watching a hurricane fume outside on a forecasted day of sunshine.

      Crash!

      I screamed and dropped to the floor. The window glass burst like a bomb had detonated. Squeezing my eyes shut, I clamped my hands over my head, scrambling for the foot of the bed for cover. My knees stung from the tiny shards of glass embedded in them. I sat on my butt, facing the door, my body trembling from head to toe when another crash sounded on the other window to the left of me.

      A spray of shards flew past and skittered on the wooden floor. I whipped my head to the right, throwing up my hands against my face.

      “Ebenezer!” 

      The storm raged outside, now spewing raindrops the size of pebbles into the bedroom.

      A shimmer of light wavered in front of the door. At first there was only the outline of a human. Tall, broad shoulders appeared first, then the rest of him. His handsome face was focused on something outside the window. Whatever it was, his stern expression sent free the fear I’d been compartmentalizing.

      Tears welled up in my eyes. “What’s happening?” I shouted above the fray.

      The wind swirled within my bedroom with such speed that shards of glass slashed my exposed skin, especially my legs, while the whirl of sound grew to a feverish pitch. My eardrums popped from the pressure and the air smelled of ocean spray.

      A fresh swirl of glass stung my knees and thighs, only fluttering my eyelids open when a coolness replaced the pain. Wide-eyed I stared at Ebenezer’s nimble hands working along my legs, leaving a trail of ice in their wake.

      He leaned close to my ear. “This will ease the pain until I deal with this. Stay here.”

      I nodded feebly, drawing my knees to my chest. Palms flat against my ears, I hummed Great Aunt Hazel’s favorite lullaby, trying in vain to drown out the whooshing sound of destruction wreaking havoc in my bedroom. Half open books slammed against the wall with such force they left dents, while my fresh bed linens had long been torn off the bed and were now flattened against the opposite wall, obstructing the doorway. Even if I’d wanted to flee, the wrestling match with the blankets and sheets would have rendered me another round of torment.

      A snap of thunder directly outside my windows shook the very foundations of the house so hard I scampered under the four poster bed, shards be darned. After what seemed like an eternity, I wrapped my arms around my legs, sitting on my rear, and rocked like a baby, hoping against hope that it would all cease.

      The bed creaked like something massive had sat on top of it. Instinctively, I braced my hands against it when it shuddered, then went still. Everything went still. There was only silence.

      My ears buzzed like a hornet’s nest, and I stayed under the bed for another few minutes, not daring to peep out for fear it would be back.

      “Cla-uh, Skylar? You can come out now. It’s gone.”

      I screeched when Ebenezer’s translucent head peeked under the bed. He extended a hand.

      “Are… are you sure it’s gone?” I couldn’t control the chattering of my teeth or body shaking any more than one can control the wild seas.

      He smiled. “It’s gone. I’m sure. Come.” He waved his hand.

      The coolness of his hand was a salve to my raw skin, but his embrace was the only thing keeping me upright when I crawled out from under the bed. The room was unrecognizable.

      My mouth dropped open. “Wh-what was that?”

      Ebenezer’s hands wrapped around my waist, pressing me to him when my legs gave way. He swept me into his arms and gently lowered me to the bed.

      “You’ll need tending.” Ebenezer motioned to my legs then ran a hand through his hair, abruptly looking anywhere but at me.

      An electricity hung between us. The air grew thick and hard to breathe, and I jumped to my knees, seizing his arm and pulling him to me beside the bed. As I frantically scanned the room, the feeling passed, and I looked up into his amused face.

      “What, pray tell, are you doing?” Ebenezer asked, his tone holding a sense of laughter.

      “Oh, I… well, I thought that… I thought that it had returned, but…” I let him go and sat on my heels, smoothing my disheveled hair. “Um, Eb? Just exactly what was that… thing?”

      Ebenezer looked down at me fondly, opening his mouth to speak, when he went rigid. “Someone’s here,” he whispered. He blinked out of sight, leaving me alone in the silence, wringing my hands in my lap and listening to the sound of footsteps thudding up the stairwell.

      The floorboards creaked outside the door.

      Still on the bed I could only watch, terrified, as the door creaked open.
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      A uniformed cop stood in my doorway, his hands on his police-issued belt, and he stared straight at me huddled in the center of the bed.

      I breathed out a sigh of relief and hopped off the bed, dashing over to him. I threw my arms around his neck and buried my head in his shoulder. He smelled of fresh soap and leather with a lingering scent of grease.

      “Whoa, kiddo. What’s gotten into you?” he asked while I clung to him, too afraid to let go just yet.

      His body moved under me, and then his chest rumbled under my ear when he spoke.  “Scratch that. What the bleep has happened in here? It’s like a bomb went off.”

      His firm hands gently wrapped around my arms and nudged me far enough away to look up into the concern swimming within his searching gaze.

      “Xander,” I sighed unable to come up with a story because it was all too fantastical to wrap my head around. There was no way of explaining my way out of this one. Even I was left wondering what in tarnation had just happened.

      “Skylar…” his voice was cautious, like he was talking a person off of a ledge twenty stories up. “Don’t take another step.”

      “What?” I frowned and followed his gaze to the floor around us. ‘Oh, yeah. About that.”

      We both stared at the glass shards scattered along the floor. From window to door, there wasn’t a piece of floorspace devoid of glass.

      “A bird flew into it.” Heat rose in my cheeks at the lame excuse, but it was all I had without divulging all the family secrets of witchcraft and druidism.
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